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Wilson got out and went towards him. 'Mr. Bentinck?*
he said, Doctor Livingstone, I presume, he thought. Or was
it the other way about? Who had found who? A white man
meeting another white man in darkest Africa. The humau
mind was a funny thing. Come to that, the human being was
funny altogether.
Wilson looked at the tree. It must be a landmark. There
was a flagstaff lashed to its upper branches; a thin wire rope
ran through a block and was fastened to two big nails driven
into the trunk.
The man put out his hand. 'Augustus Bentinck,' he said
Tm Wilson.'
They shook hands.
Tve got your room ready,3 Bentinck said. He waved his
hand at the store. 'Hotel,5 he said. 'Bentinck's Hotel. Silber-
man's Post, it was. But he's dead. Then van Rensburg's,
then Frenchman's... everyone called him that. Then some
others. All dead.' He stared past Wilson. 'Had it specially
cleaned out for you. Jan!' he shouted. cjan, tea...'
cMy room?' Wilson said. 'You expected rne.'
'Been expecting you for a year.'
The man was mad. A year ago he had been in New YorL
Happily married... a year ago... He did not want to think
of a year ago. Fishing with Anne in Florida.
SI don't see...' he said.
'No,' Bentinck said. 'Have some tea.5 He led the way to
the store. A colored boy was putting a brown enamel teapot
on the table. He brought two white enamel cups with blue
handles, a can of milk, a bowl of sugar, and two spoons.
'Milk and sugar?' Bentinck asked. The boy stood at the
door watching them.
'Yes/ Wilson said, 'cream and sugar.' The tea was nearly
black.
Bentinck turned to the boy. 'Get the Baas' things out of
the car and put them in his room.' The boy went out